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read rez Magazine online at http://rezmagazine.com 


e Tua Culpa Substance D turns the tables on a oft-quoted Latin 
phrase and addresses the state of truth today in our universe. 

e The Shoot You can almost hear the whirring and clicking of the 
photographer's camera in rakshowes’ naughty romp in the studio. 

e Rock Your Rack Beat writer Barbie Starr fills us in on the 
story behind one of SL’s most important charities, Rock Your Rack. 

e Defeated The anguish is palpable in Dearstluv Writer's 
exceptional poem about the loss of faith. 

e A Good Daddy Cat Boccaccio delivers another hard hitting 
piece of micro fiction about the sins of a father. 

e Faithless RoseDrop Rust issues a stunning rebuke of those 
who don't deliver on promises of artistic freedom and support. 

¢ Reclaiming Art Art Blue is at it again: this time with another 
exploration of American television culture and Zima Blue. 


¢ What’s In A Nebula? In the first of a series of star ears 
Merope Madrigal pens an other-wordly poem about worlds beyond. 


e If Not This We're very pleased to have Drover Mahogany’s 
insightful look into the ultimate act of creativity. 


¢ Woodstock Looking back on a visit to Yasgur’s Farm, 50 
years in her rear view mirror, Consuela reflects on those halcion days. 


About the Cover: Substance D 
stood in front of a picture that spoke to him. 
It spoke to us too - so strongly that we 
decided to commemorate this month's 
issue with this stunning astral abstract that 
captures the essence of Reclaiming Art. 


“T have always imagined 
that Paradise will be 
a kind of library.” 


Jorge Luis Borges 
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UA CULPA 


By Substance D 


, 
(This article contains 
product placement) 


r hat you do when you sit in a 
canoe with headlights on and 
you are stuck in a tree?” 


I said, “What?” 


My body snapping back, my head 
turning in disbelief. Are they serious 
asking me such nonsense? I have a 
PhD in neuroscience. I was expecting 
an interview and that my application 
would be treated seriously. I deserve 
better than a wicked Voight-Kampff 
test. I said, “Conclusion?” and pointed 
to the Director of Finance and said, 
“False,” then to the Head of HR, 
“True.” 


The board sent me out. “Please wait 
outside the conference room for a 
minute.” So I did. I switched my 
smartphone on and put the phrase in: 
“What you do when you sit in a canoe 
with headlights on and you are stuck in 
a tree?” 


There was a hit. “Smart ass,” I said and 
my Toutiao replied, “I know.” If I 
would have been a bot or more 
charmingly said an enhanced human 
then I would have taken the reference 
and said to the board, “I would prepare 
some pancakes,” maybe in Mandarin 
so they would have something to 
decipher. In post-Snowden times, 
everyone is a bot; otherwise how can 
you survive if you don’t marry a 
billionaire? I will never marry. The 


billionaires are also bots, but I should 
not know this. They have the quantum 
edition in their brain, that’s the 
difference. They are the ones where the 
TS/SCI/STLW clearance is included. 
This gives them the freedom the 
Constitution claims for everyone. Just 
the Constitution does not say you need 
a NZT-48 bot swarm in your head to 
become limitless. 


Limitless 


I need to tell you what this term 
literally means. But first things first. 
First, promise me to read until the end. 
Two time travellers will reward you. 


You know about simulations, right? 
You know about rehabilitation, right? 
You know about global warming, 
right? You know a lot about Fake 
News, right? Do you enjoy tropical 
beaches? Do you like to play with 
healthy, fit and well-trained bodies? Is 
it a yes to all? You say, you sadly miss 
such elements in your life? Come on, 
you are a reader of rez Magazine, you 
leave the norm behind. Admit that you 
have met me already, the super pretty 
Bento mesh style you can’t overlook. 
In /-Land, an original Netflix series, I 
come as the fighting beast so it never 
gets boring with me. Warden Wells, 
the sheriff of Texas Correctional, 
knows how to shoot a lame story up so 
you will never forget what he, a true 
Republican, said, even if you are not 


on NZT-48. You never watched I- 
Land? Really not a big loss at all, just 
when not living in Texas - - then it is a 
must. I have to mark out words to 
ensure that words by Warden Wells, 
played by Bruce McGill, do not block 
the article from being read in issuu 
when quoting him, “Well, f*ck a dead 
armadillo, that's the truth.” There are 
other words Warden says to keep the 
rehabilitation simulator running, words 
really not made for everyone’s ears. At 


the end you see that global warming 
has taken the State of Texas over, and 
the prisoners on death row, including 
Warden Wells, are enjoying a good life 
on I-Land. At least as long as they 
have not met the cannibal who lives on 
II-Land next to I-Land. As I said, a 


lame story. Nevertheless, it links to 
Limitless, a story that is closer to 
reality. It unleashes the potential in 
yourself when the simulator does not 
simulate where we are, but what we 
are. 


I shall give you a fitting example, 
which you can easily verify, right now 
even when you have never heard of 
NZT-48. Let’s say you see a victim 
lying dead on the street holding a 


drawing in its hand of a person with a 
balloon in its hand. The colours are 
shades of black and white but also 
there are some elements of red. Now 
please memorize all the pictures you 
have ever seen in your life and all the 
information connected with it. 


Instantly you get what? No idea? Then 
you must be not a regular reader of rez 
Magazine, but it’s easy. Just a warm- 
up. Come on! Add money to it. Add 
Sotheby’s London to it. Even Art Blue 
found it out even if he does not run on 
NZT-48, because he has his owl for 
this. But the owl right now cracks 
some nuts and I swear nothing else 
counts then, so in other words, even a 
brainless Art Blue found it out. Yes, 
yes? 


Congrats, you got it! The picture is a 
link to Banksy. The Girl with Balloon. 
This means a street art of the quality of 
Love Is In The Bin must be 
somewhere. You know Bin, Bin Love. 
In the blink of an eye, I scan via 
Google street view to where the dead 
person must have been heading. There, 
at a garage, I find the street art sprayed 
on. “There must be the bad guy and 
there is money involved, big money,” I 
said to solve the puzzle. Now you 
know what limitless means. It comes in 
a story about NZT-48 and is called 
same way: Limitless. Aired on Netflix, 
what else? I told you my story will 
contain product placement. The owl is 
a hidden one. The owl stands for 
Neruval and has the same shiny eyes 
that the director of Blade Runner also 
coded for me. Mentioning the Voight- 
Kampff test at the beginning has surely 
tung a bell - - if not, then watch the 
video _ https://youtu.be/IpzFOHEO8Sc 
to get to know that what I tell you has 


substance. 
Substance 


I found it out by chance that I must 
have some sort of an anti-dot in me. “I 
combined /-Land and Limitless,” Art 
Blue said when giving me the Blue pill 
and he added, “Now you don’t need 
this body any longer to lure 
billionaires.” I kicked him hard and 
said in revenge, “I keep this body to 
gain attention for your boring Art 
Talks.” 


Between you and me, the Blue pill is 
just all fake. Everything I tell is stored 


and becomes permanent, but 


everything you do or not do gets as 
well. The time you stay on this page, 
when you scroll up and down, when 
you focus on the pictures I made for a 
purpose the Data behind the Data, the 
Metadata gets stored as your 
behavioural pattern. By telling you 
confidential information like the 
shortcut for Stellarwind, STLW will 
switch your Ident tag from “being 
interested” to “being of interest.” I 
have a_ stunning body, made by 


Maitreya; this is all I can give you as a 
hint to explain why I know so much 


about the rich ones, the ones with the 
institutional rights and the clearance to 
access the acquired backup of you. The 


preparing of some pancakes must wait 
and I am back on track. I still wait for 
the outcome of the interview, which 
started not so promising, “What you do 
when you sit in a canoe with headlights 
on and you are stuck in a tree?” 


You must know I am applying right 
now for a bot-hunter. Of course this 
term is not officially used. It is 
multiverse psychologists for Als that 
have fallen in a state. Let me quote 
words of history from the Johns 
Hopkins Medical Journal, “of a 

brain hemisphere separation, a 
development of alternate personalities 
that aren’t aware of one another ...” - - 
in simple words, a silicon paranoia. 
Humans can fall into this state by a 
recreational hallucinogen. That’s why I 
am so much needed - - to dig out, if it 
is the machine in the brain failing, or to 
determine if the human is on a drug. 


In other words, I have to find out who 
is in a stable mind, sand and sound. 
The test is just a formality and I am in. 
They have no other applicant that has 
passed the evaluation. You might have 
over-read what I said or think that it is 
a typo when I said “sand and sound,” 
but it is not. For a machine 
intelligence, it is sand. It comes 
historically from silicon intelligence 
and silicon is made of sand, the world 
where the code runs. 


You have a chance to meet me in the 


other world, the coded world where I 
have uploaded myself, where I am 
right now trained as a DJ. Art Blue 
tells me a DJ comes close to a brain 
hunter. By decoding the reaction, the 
body moves, the anim-syncs in dances 
- - this way I get an uplink to your 
brain. 


I will play Plastic Bertrand at the 
Grand Opening of the Surreal Art 
Gallery on October 15, 2019. Readers 
of rez Magazine know that the second 
upload exists. There you instantly will 
see that some parts of me are not 
biological. Art Blue tells me I must 
ensure that my brain is not affected by 
the upgrade from a standard to a mesh 
body, that I shall not look down on the 
standard ones. A noob has a brain, he 
says. But how shall I find out which 
noob is working right and which is on 
drugs? He says, to balance my mind 
works best if I become a DJ and have a 
dog, so I do. “But, don’t suck on 
coloured feathers,” he said. I know 
Vurt is a drug that creates alternate 
realities that don’t remain quite so 
alternate. I have to be careful when 
colours of animated feathers (they call 
them in the coded world gifs) will fill 
the air and Venus Adored will perform 
for the first time Substance D. 


Hell, does she use my name? 


I am Desdemona, that’s where my 
name comes from. I am Substance. I 


am D. This is the story of my life. The 
Beginning of a new one. I am part of 
Permanent Record. Edward Snowden 
published the story of his life 
worldwide on September 17, 2019. I 
am in there, just starting as I said on 
October 15, 2019 at 1:00 PM PDT and 
I promise you one thing. Join me and 
you will become part of Permanent 
Record. And if you want to bring your 
dog with you, you are welcomed to do 
so. You and the barking of your dog 
will be stored magnetically. 


Magnetic 


I was thinking of sparing you this, 
because it will end in a_ product 
placement, this time for the Gods. An 
Ad for the Gods does not count, right? 
So bear with me. Everything you do 
ends in the big mass storage unit at the 


NSA. Edward Snowden tells us so 
imaginatively in Permanent Record the 
daily procedure. You can _ literally 
count the steps to the ancient data 
storage where the magnetic backup 
tapes of the NSA are. The ancient 
backup of the code of mankind, the 
Busy Beaver, in The Sand Bible is in 
dots of iridium in the Libyan Desert 
Glass. I know many readers of Not 
Sand, Not Sound thought, “That’s a 
matrix code, highly redundant, no 
matter in how many pieces the glass 
breaks the code is still inside. It is 
iridium, it is on sub-molecular level 
stored by the Gods.” But now, to be 
exact, since September 17, 2019, we 
know the backup _ technology 
politicians trust is magnetic. They are 
not like the Gods. They trust old 
hardware, the tapes, you know. 
Edward tells us the room, how to get 


in. Why old men are working there. 
They are the ones with the Blue Badge, 
the low paid state employed ones, not 
the contractors with the Green Badge 
driving Porsches. Barking might help. 


_ No, that was a joke. 


Lucky Dog 


During your reading of this, you have 
been shaking your head. I know you 
did because you promised to read until 
the end. The time you stayed focused 
on the pictures that I _ placed 
prominently inside this article the 
Planning tool for Resource Integration, 
Synchronization, and Management (in 
short, PRISM) has been activated. 
PRISM is a part of Stellar Wind and 
Stellar Wind is part of Deep Truth, 
better known as Deep Blue. Deep Blue 
has sent a Lucky Dog to you. CIA, 
NSA, NGA has identified you as a 
person of significance. Lucky Dog. 
The performance Dogs Reclaiming AI 
makes now perfect sense. Sorry for the 
ones who have not been there when 
Art Blue gave his Art Talk at the 
Surreal Gallery on September 10, The 
answer to the ultimate question of 
Dogs, AI and Everything. 


The recording went magnetic, meaning 
it has made it into the time capsule, 
The Archive of the Internet. Deep Lie 
is the handler. Every secret piece of 
information needs a handler. This we 
learn from Edward Snowden. We also 


learn how painful it was when the CIA 
moved from Human Intelligence to 
Electronic Intelligence, from HUMINT 
to SIGINT. That you will support Dog 
Intelligence, DOGINT, by listening to 
the recording makes you safe from 
further scanning. You have to thank 
Art Blue for this paradox intervention, 
for applied SPAM which gives every 
SIGINT headaches. All you need to do 
is to listen to DOG AI in The Archive 
of the Internet. 


https://archive.org/details/dogsai 


I hear a barking. I wonder is it from the 
recording of The Answer to the 
Ultimate Question of Dogs, AI and 
Everything? I know the Art Talk of Art 
Blue starts with Ada, the dog who 


P tt] «> 0000/1533 Es) 


frenetically barked when the 
presentation Women Reclaiming AI 
finished. I look up. The door of the 
conference room opens. It is the dog of 
the Head of HR barking. She looks at 
me and says, “You are right. I need to 
walk the dog. It will not take long and 

.’ she is closing the door of the 


ee. 


conference room behind her, “you 


have passed.” 


* * x 


Buy as a couple Permanent Record and 
The Sand Bible. Both books carry the 
same message. One reflects the 
present, the other travels into the 
future. TUA CULPA. That’s Latin and 
means -- your fault if you have read 
this to the end, my friend. You are now 
part of Permanent Record and tagged 
as a dog. If you don’t believe me, 
check it out. You are in good company. 
You are also tagged as a Fridge. Art in 
the Fridge will be one of the next 
assassinations of Art Blue and I will be 
the Substance. 


Annex: Substance D is the fictional 


JOBS VOLUNTEER 


drug at the center of the drama in 
Philip K. Dick's novel A Scanner 
Darkly. 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/A_Scann 
er_ Darkly 


..—e—Z.- 


riday 


Tonight’s Theme: 


2 


ight 


with 
_ DJ Gray 
~ and Jami 


~~ Howelsen 
ihowZoe. Loe 


8-10pm SLT ive 


if A 


onotograpny ak 


jami mills f 


My world was tilted, the sky flowed away, 
The stars went to heaven, he wanted to play. 
One leg at an angle for which it's not designed, 
With one arm above and one bent behind, 

It looked slightly cruel but she did not mind. 


Her thoughts joined the sky as she started to fly, 
With camera bulbs flashing she started to cry..... 
She shed tears of pleasure, hot tears of joy, 

For she was the center and no longer so coy. 


He aimed and he clicked and he moved, clicked some more, 
Sometimes above, some near the floor. 

Shared pleasures, a union, connection made, 

Under strange lighting together they played..... 


She posed with a tear as he moved left and right. 

She posed without fear as he set up the light. 

She posed and she watched, and she moved and re-posed, 
She made many positions; whatever he chose. 


And with patience and skill and a flexible style, 
The pictures they grew to a sizable pile. 
Wait....., I was dressed in a sensible way, 

I knew I would come and knew we would play. 


But resting now while brushing her hair, 

She was wearing a smile, the rest of her bare! 
He had lead her along click clicking away 
All her clothes lost while posing in play....! 


Rocks for t! 


by Barb 


he 7th Year! 


ie Starr 


ctober is Breast Cancer 

Awareness Month and this year 

is the 7th annual Rock Your 

Rack event in Second Life. 
Rock Your Rack started off as a small 
event in 2013 with only a few DJs, 
models, a runway, and about 20 
designers. As the years progressed, so 
did the event. Each year it would bring 
more and more people together to help 
support a charity that helped facilitate 
early breast cancer detection services 
for those in need. Jamee Sandalwood, 
the founder of Rock Your Rack, has 
run things herself each year. Diligence 
is a virtue that not many people have 
and she proves to be one who has it. 
She spends most of the year preparing 
for the event after work each day. She 
has a lot of forms to configure for each 
year and parts of the puzzle she builds 
and puts together to fall into place. She 
even has color-coded spreadsheets 
made to help her make the process 
easier. After she gets all her material 
organized she hands it out to the 
various musicians, designers, 
performers, and helpers involved. The 
main charity that Rock Your Rack 
supports has always been focused on 
breast cancer research. The group even 
has a portal where Residents can go 
and donate directly, outside of Second 
Life. Though over the years the group 
has organized different events for Red 
Cross disaster relief, child abuse, 
women abuse, and anti-bullying 
charities, the main focus for Rock 


Your Rack is the National Breast 
Cancer Foundation. Jamee believes 
that having a common goal in Second 
Life is very empowering for the 


community. 


Jamee started to model in the fall of 
2009, and with the support and 
encouragement of Agnes Finney, she 
moved forward, first to modeling 
school, then on the runway, which lead 
to pageants and other forms of 
modeling endeavors. She has never 
stopped, though the thought of 
retirement is on her mind, she enjoys it 
so much she may not. It’s always a 
great life to live when you live it how 
you want. Her first experience with 
online charity work was in_ her 
beginning years as a Resident of 
Second Life, for an agency that no 


longer exists. She helped organize 
many of their events and runway 
shows for charity. After missing the 
reward that contributing to a good 
cause gives you, she decided to start 
her own. She formed an 
organization called 
“Models Giving Back.” 
This organization 
continued the same style 
of contributions and 
activities as the former 
one she was involved in. 
The agency was built on 
one small event at a time 
until it finally reached 
what Rock Your Rack” is 
today. 


Since 2012, MGB _ has 
been grid leader when it 
comes to supporting 
trusted charities. Jamee 
has been for years the one person 
responsible for the group’s events. She 
takes care of everything - - the 
designers, musicians, bloggers, and 
models. This eliminates any confusion 
early on and avoids having to check 
with anyone else to get something 
done. She accounts for all activities 
with precision and accuracy through all 
her spreadsheets, screenshots, and 
Lindex transactions. All donations are 
accounted for and posted for all to see. 
All her efforts are endorsed as an 
official fundraiser for the National 
Breast Cancer Foundation every year. 


You can even go directly to its own 
fundraising website on NBCF and 
donate year round at: 
https://fundraise.nbef.org/fundraiser/12 
18291. MGB has itx own Facebook 
page where you can get more 


information about them. Just go to 
their page at: 
https://www.facebook.com 
/ModelsGivingBack/. 


At the early age of 38, Jamee was 
diagnosed with a very aggressive form 
of breast cancer. At that time, 
insurance was usually only covering 
for women ages 40 years and up. 
Luckily for her she found her lump on 
her own, caught it early; had she not, 
she may have had a more difficult 
outcome. So the charity that Jamee 
now supports at Rock Your Rack 


supported those women who were in 
need of these services. She truly feels 
that this cause is of the upmost 
importance. This is why Jamee does 
what she does in Second Life. The 
event is a labor of love for her and a 
way of giving back to those what will 
follow behind her as a_ patient, 
survivor, or the loved one of a patient. 
The benefit to her is having people 
come to the event and enjoy all they 
see, as well as being able to contribute 
a donation to the NBCF on behalf of 
the event. There are no accolades here. 
The mere enjoyment of being able to 
facilitate a place where people can 
come together for one cause, and be 
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able to raise funds for that common 
goal is worth all the time spent 
participating. 


Over the years, Rock Your Rack has 
prided itself in being a very friendly 
event. The people are easy to work 
with and the fact is, it is just not for the 
elite; it is open to all types of designers 
and performers. The growth each year 
brings more and more supporters to 
help this cause. In 2016, the event 
expanded to include performing dance 
troupes. In recent years, it has grown to 
more than 85 designers, 55 musicians, 
25 artists, 3 dance troupes, and many 
modeling teams who put on some 


photo by-Autummn-Thatch 


really uniquely beautiful fashion 
shows. If you really want to be in a 
place that shows so much support and 
contributes to a good cause, Rock Your 
Rack is the place to be from October 
5th to October 19th of 2019. 


Unfortunately, this horrible disease 
touches everyone in one form or 
another. Breast cancer was one of the 
leading causes of death worldwide in 
2018. There were approximately 2.09 
million cases. It is the most common 
cancer affecting women no matter 
one’s race or ethnicity. Though breast 
cancer is generally found in women 50 
and older, it also affects those who are 
younger than 50. About 11% of the 
new cases of breast cancer are women 
who are 45 years of age or younger. 
It’s a very difficult thing for someone 
to be diagnosed and treated for at any 
age and younger survivors may even 
find it more overwhelming. 


The __ http://nationalbreastcancer.org/, 
NBCF, was founded in 1991 by a 
breast cancer survivor, Janelle Hail. 
The NBCF is in place to help people 
learn about breast cancer and to 
provide free mammograms to women 
in need. They provide, along with free 
mammograms, education program 
resources for those affected by the 
disease. These programs are in place to 
help those who need a_ better 
understanding of the disease, hear 
stories from survivors, watch videos on 


the subject, and ask questions that the 
NBCF will gladly answer. Their 
patient navigation program is a 
proactive approach to helping patients 
overcome the barriers of cost, fear and 
misinformation surrounding a disease 
and its prevention. HOPE Kits are 
available for those in need and are 
provided by the foundation and are 
supported by donations and 
volunteering. The NBCF also works 
constantly with some of the finest 
scientists in the world and strives to 
help find the cure for breast cancer. 


This year Rock Your Rack has a great 
line up; you can be entertained by 
some very talented live musicians, DJs, 
and burlesque shows. All of them are 
giving their time freely for this great 
event. All proceeds will be going to 
NBCEF. There is even a hunt during the 
event with a lot of prizes and gifts. 
There are many designer booths 
sponsoring the event this year, as well 
as many talented artists’ displays. 
Make sure and check out the website 
for the events at: 
https://rockyourrack.wordpress.com/ab 
out/djs-and-performers/. All the other 
information you may need for the 
event is at: 
https://rockyourrack.wordpress.com/. 
Until next time, your intrepid reporter, 
Barbie Starr, signing out. 
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Defeated 


By Dearstluv Writer 


Falling into the pit.. 
Pushed by negativity. 
Surrounded in bitterness. 


Frightened as | descend. 


Unsupported, | continue to fall. 
Balance lost between dark walls. 
No seen paths of saving light. 


And | weaken in despair 


| continue to plummet 
Praying for salvation. 
Needing to fly up 


from what drags me down. 


With attacking depression. 
Battered in stressful hurt 
| fail to find emotional strength. 


And | fall... 


Continue to fall. 


CAT’S BEACH GALLERY 


Second Life Photography 
By Cat Boccaccio 


Echo, who was sitting contentedly in her high chair, using her fingers to 

dissect a blob of strawberry Jello. Some of it made its way into her mouth, 
but most was pushed around the table top, dropped to the kitchen floor, or 
smeared on her face and bib. 


\ ] irginia was out go-karting with Envy, so Cash was left alone with baby 


Cash just watched, fascinated. He knew a good daddy might spoon-feed the jiggly 
Jello, maybe play the “Zoooom, an airplane!” game, which Cash had seen on TV. 
His father had certainly never played “Zoooom, an airplane” with Cash, and now 
he desperately wished he had. Was it too late? Maybe he’d wander over to the 
house when Virginia got back, knock on his father’s office door with a bowl of 
Jello, and ask his father to please play “Zoooom, an airplane!” with him. 


His father would probably dial 911 and have his son discreetly committed. He 
didn’t like scandal. 


There was no point, really, in playing “Zoooom, an airplane!” with Echo. She was 
really too young yet, this being her first week of solid food. She didn’t know an 
airplane from a tube of toothpaste. She barely understood that the high chair 
scenario, wherein delectable goods were placed in front of her, was for eating. It 
was merely another play opportunity; a chance to explore and experiment. That’s 
what fascinated Cash. 


That, and his very neglectful father. The thing was, how could his father not have 
loved him? Cash had only to glance at Echo, no matter if she was screaming red- 
faced, being divested of a dirty diaper, asleep, drooling— and Cash felt his heart 
swell and then break into a million tiny pieces. The kind of broken heart that felt 
so good it hurt like hell. 


What had his father seen when he saw Cash’s dirty bum or drool? Repulsion? In 
that case, very similar to what he saw in Cash now, despite his many, many 
attempts to please his father. How could they not fail, when his father’s utter lack 
of faith in him could only rub off on Cash? His venture in China seemed a good 
idea, but his father thought it a joke, though he did not swap a scowl for a smile. It 
was a tragic joke, a bit like Cash himself. 


Echo started earnestly pushing daubs of strawberry Jello up her nose. Cash’s heart 
broke again, and he reached for the washcloth to gently wipe her hands and face. 
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Elevated by surprise and perched on 
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a | 


t h 


by RoseL 


BUT, 
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celebrating the 


of banal sugar 


and for nothing 


This is no long 


that we wande 


whim. 
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Jrop Rust 


When there was so much excitement 


about art as potent personal | 


1 outside influences technology 


1, and commercial, and you made a lot of little moneys 


LInsistent logic on every piece that touched our 


pop popularity, fancy. 

J. You didn't account for vacuous 
hustlers 

or the territory of wonder __ in all the classic boosts of artists 


red into on a whispered that disassemble art scenes 


in most conventional ways, 


with all the classic hooks and knives. 


So show me anything hopeful 

that we might, not fade away, 

like modern jam bands 

trying to keep the spell, 

“aig in rock estival sponsorship hell. 
ee ee 


g up our self-promotion, 
until everything we say is suspect, 
“measured against outcome, 

like media rainmakers 


with trend dousing wands. 


These petty misfits 


advise people that have spent their lives 


searching for m 
that there are n 
just multiple shi 


folks haven't be 


And you let us, 
following red di 
Copying wild ay 
until we don't tr 
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for generic, off- 


racles 

© miracles, 

ft produced shit 

en told they like yet 


ots, 
»plause gestures 
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2 greed. 


Nas advantage, 
its burnt our souls 
g like base beasts 


‘al fantasies, 


juipped with coin-slots 


the-shelf depravity. 


Second life? 


Is it so different really? 
Not so much any more. 
What do you think? 


What's your fucking score? 


| am disappointed in us again, 
proving in new and spectacular ways 
how little we know of how 

we are comforted by failure 

and now must search our hearts 


to find a quiet corner to dissolve 


Reclaiming, Art 


art blue we | 


ou stand in front of a picture 

and the picture touches you. 

You say, “What a_ great 

piece,” but there are many 
others around so you move on. Later 
you come back and look at it again. 
Then you think with your left brain and 
you weigh the arguments against each 
other, that it is too big, that you have 
already enough pictures hanging in 
your home, that the space in your 
garage is not endless, that you might 
move soon to a different city and then 
how to safely transport it? 


Years later, you stand again in front of 
a picture that touches you. For my 
story, it fits best if this happens 33 
years later. You can’t explain why it 
touches you. You hear the picture 
saying, "A dream you dream alone is 
only a dream. A dream you dream 
together is reality.” The picture has 
sound, it is a living picture, like the 
one 33 years earlier but you have 
forgotten it. In the old days, there was 
no sound, but there was the message 
inside, speaking through brush strokes 
to you, but you could not decipher the 
message. 


Now you are in a virtual world where 
life and art reach out differently and 
you are with someone who is close to 
you. Maybe your pixel partner? Maybe 
the love of your life? Maybe even a 
stranger you are sharing the dream 
with in the moment? 


“T remember these words,” you say. 


The person next to you says, “These 
words are from John Lennon.” It has 
become a good day in the simulator. 


Your comment, “After all, he was the 
walrus,” makes the person laugh. 


“T have the movie on a VHS cassette at 
home,” I say, and it brings the talk to a 
level that is suddenly distorting. 


“T don’t mind your age,” you hear them 
say, “It is just a fantasy world here, 
right?” 


The reality gap hits 
you as you realise | 
that the VHS cassette 
implies that you must 
be over 50. What the 
person casually said 
hits you in your 
stomach. The next 
seconds are counting. 
A wrong move and 
the atmosphere can 
all that ja 


ey 
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break and 
stays will be 
boredom. 


“T need to log,” they 
suddenly say. 


“Sure, RL first,” is | 
the terminator. ; 


In this moment, you need Art, you 
need the superior level. “Rescue 
mission ahead.” Try it out, say it. The 
other person will reply with a 
probability of 78%, “What?” All you 
have to do then is to say, “I can stream 
it in, Media on Prim makes it work. I 
have all the tapes from my father in the 
cloud.” A big fat lie, but for the greater 
good, if it makes the person laugh. 


LIMITLESS 


I am in the advertisement business, for 
the greater good. I have to state that 


LIMITLESS, aired on Netflix, is filmed 
in such a charming crazy and 
hallucinogenic way that Reclaiming 
Art fits perfectly. It needs me to watch 
the miniseries until Brian Finch’ 
Black Op, which is episode number 7 
airs, to find out why, after 33 years, the 
memory kicks in, why an art work 
brings you back, why you say, “It has 
something which I can’t explain.” Is it 
Zima Blue? The cleaning of a pool, 
you did over and over in your life? I 
know many readers might get lost in 
these words about Zima. Not the ones 
who have seen the Mop and Mow 


performance I created for the short 
movie Zima Blue. Zima is a robot that 
becomes conscious after generations of 
enhancements and when reaching the 
top of the top, becomes a world 
famous artist, then deconstructs 
himself in a final performance to what 
he was once, a pool cleaning machine, 
seeing day by day the same floor tile 
named Zima Blue. If someone hadn’t 
told us and we hadn’t been on ZNT-48 
LIMITLESS we would not know that 
this is all happening in parallel, in a 
simulation. We just have forgotten it. 
If humans would not forget things, if 
their brain would become an AI, a chip 
swarm as Substance D says, then they 
could not re-invent, they could not re- 
shape, not re-sharpen the ways of life. 
Luckily, the makers of LIMITLESS are 
humans and know that we forget, so 
they plant a hint inside; a Golden 
Nugget would be the term if you 
believe in an Afterlife. 


There are some Golden Nuggets placed 
on your life path Past Life Regression 
sessions tells us. This would be another 
story, a story about Dr. Michael 
Newton’s work, but now let’s keep the 
story an easy go. At the end of the 
episode, Brian Finch offers to let FBI 
Special Agent Rebecca Harris watch 
Ferris Bueller's Day Off on a VHS 
cassette he has at home. I watched the 
first minutes of the film that was made 
in 1986 and I found Art. I don’t have a 
VHS recorder any longer. Ferris 


Bueller's Day Off is on Netflix, so it 
was an easy deal to have it run on 
Media on Prim. What made me 
instantly start writing this piece for rez 
Magazine, hoping it will become a 
feature story, was that without the link 
the director set in I would not have 
understood, “Being a fry cook on 
Venus.” If Brian would not have 
moved me back in time, 33 years in 
fact, made me stand in front of the 
picture where I said, “What a great 
piece,” I would have moved on. I 
would have said, giving no thought to 
the past, “I am now in Africa sitting on 
an elephant. I need to log.” What a 
lame excuse. 


Art can be re-claimed. Find it out! 


* ok x 


Wasn’t this a great subliminal stimuli 
to join the Grand Opening of One Of A 
Kind on October 15, 2019 at 1:00 PM 
where Venus Adored will use GIF - the 
Graphics Immersive Feature — to let 
particles become real. Our call for a 
big structural change was heard. May 
the simulator run LIMITLESS until we 
are booted! 


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Limitless 
_(TV_series) 
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_ An infinitesimal share of energy, 

the heart of matter, or maybe 

the heart of the matter rests 

on your neutrality. Life depends 

on the non-reactive quarks 

and the distance in a vacuum 
travelled to this side of time 

leaving the history of creation written 
on the building blocks of matter.’ 


. That star generator. 

of hydrogen and energy 

smashing together to bond 

protons and neutrons, blessing 

the universe with heat and energy 
-and helium. The fusion at the core 
. of all we could possibly be wrapped 

in the heart of the pillars of creation. 


The stars give us matter - 

and matter gives us energy 

and energy, in the perfect: 
perpetual machinery , 
of our universe, Wi 
consumes and renews 

in a cycle never imagined 

by Copernicus when 

he modeled the solar system, 
placing Sol at the centre 

~ of-all human understanding. 


Dangerous as the core of a star 

is the thought that mankind 

has been turned loose to learn . 
all it takes to bring a spark of life 
out of the dark void and look 

on the face of creation bound 

at the heart of an atom. 

Always seeking electrons 

and always finding that critical 
thinking is more than chemistry; 
man needs the magic of a star 

to continue to be awed 

by the blinking existence 

of a bottom quark inside an atom. . 
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: seeking permission fo 


If Not This by Drover Mahogany 


ssical music 

7 in white cascaded 
1otes around us 

ls flowing between us 
came back at me 


existential: 


his world 
n asked forward 


r its being 


when i write like this 

is it not the same? 

who i am in some deeper sense 

clawing at life with my words 

like you reach out with the life 

you bore within you 

but, she said, should i have done? 

or you too with these words you hazard 


what validity has your writ or mine? 


our humanity confers 

the living seed of the f 
the living words of my 
both reach out to seek 
your child must forge 

show the value of his « 
my words must live or 


gain some foothold in 


else vanish in the dese 


it, does it not? 
ather's 

‘mind 

a stronger life 
his own writ 
*xistence 

die 

your mind 


rt of time 


for is not the act of creating 

whether working body or body of work 
an act of the human essential? 

yes to risk, to try to put some claim 


on the memories behind and darkness in 
front 


but why the life i create or the words you 
do 


why these over others? she replied 
to act, to do, to bear responsibility 
were others present then 


to create such works with you? 


By Drover Mahogany 


We meet each other on the fields of an or 
life force 
pulverized beneath standing bodies, danc 


bodies sitting in the embrace of a psyche 
a Jimi Hendrix Purple Haze. 


Auditory expressions of Santana’s steel strings wailing like wol 

piercing cries, gripping us from the inside, lifting us into a strate 

ecstatic lightning bolts of rapture. Their pitch bending ear spl 
amplifying both day and night. 


My body quakes to the beat of drums as bass guitar vibrates bone 
predatory command of my tingling pulsating body, stalking me the: 
me, with a libidinal impulse to claim me as yours. Your hands on n 


are guiding me with the direction and inspiration of melody and rh 

improvised rituals as Janice Joplin sinks her teeth into “down on r 

Roger Daltry forces out a stuttering “my my myyyy generation,” as 
HIIIIGHER, baby baby take us HIIIIGHER! 


ganic green 


ing bodies, 
delic haze, 


ves that ignites 
sphere to touch 
itting decibels 


2s and flesh in its 
same way you stalk 
ny malleable body 


ythm, grinding out 
ne, down on me,” 
Sly Stone takes us 


Your hands on my body takes me higher as you lower me into pc 
brown dancing in midair to the rock and roll Gods and Goddesse 
whole with a Bolero style psyched 


pulsates streams of unity, as my body ceases to be separate fron 
art of combined emotion and sensation. We go inside and outsic 
color and movement. Sensations burs 


as Janice implores me to give you “another little piece of my he 
motherless children that we were, when we arrived. You take n 
Anthems with rockets and explosions red glare 


Consuela Hype 


sition into mud and grass mulch with Sunkist faces of pink and 
s of a new day, and then Grace Slick takes us down the rabbit 
2lic euphoria. The fusion of life. 


1 yours. You are outside then inside me, making me your erotic 
le each other, the oil and water in lava lamps poetry of liquid 
t when released by our connection, 


sart now baby” in harmony with Richie Haven’s feelings of the 
1e and | join with you willingly, into psychedelic Star Spangled 
, illuminating the promise of a new beginnin 
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